GOOD   LUCK   UP   NORTH
track with the whole place hoping that you would
break your neck and that the native favourite would
win; and possibly they had to win a heat or get
placed merely, if they had to spare themselves, for
there would be heats if there were too many entrants
for the track to hold, and there were sure to be, for
the handicapping was in the hands of the judges,
and if they were anything like the gentry in Jones's
Road the limit men would have a mile. Devilled
lobster and a large whiskey would be the last thing
to give you your second wind.
" No sweet ?"
"No, thanks."
" I never take one either," Mr. Pease remarked, as
he took his hat and gun. It would have been per-
fectly obvious that a sweet was out of the question
for Mr. Pease, to anyone who knew the theories of
the Professor of Physiology about what happens to
sugar in the liver. I didn't take sugar, though it is
supposed to turn into energy, for I wanted to keep
round about eleven stone.
When we reached Amiens Street station I gazed
anxiously into the train. No, The Workmen's Club
was not represented, neither was the National Club,
which made things so difficult for me by playing
handball on Sundays at the rear of 11, Rutland Square,
which was within sight and hearing of our house.
I was thinking that Cocky Meade, whose stepfather
was Professor Reynolds's laboratory porter, might
have had a day off. Not that it really mattered, for
Cocky Meade was a long-distance man, the fifty-miles
champion, and he usually rode behind pace, but he
could have made the going very fast. Emerson E.
was absent. He was probably testing breaking-
points with Alexander in the Engineering School.
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